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CHAPTER IX.

coccoo HALLIE RIVE5- -- after a year.

E; chapter vni.

Bjg '"Am I My Brother's Keopor?"

HLi At the foot of t ho landing ho pausod,
H' drawing a deep breath as if to lift u

Hr weight of nir. lie needed to cot his
Hf hearings to win back a measure of

Hi, As he stood there, Hugh cimio from
f the library. Ilis head was down and

H he went furtively and Flink'ingly, :ia
V,' though dreading even a casual regard,
jjt Ho snatched Ins hat from tho rnek.

H: passed out of tho house, and was swal- -

f lowed up in the dusk. David Stires had
Hv; followed his son into the hall. Ho aii- -

U'r swerod tho gloomy question in Harry's
Bi u eyes:

Hfff "He is gone," he said, "and I hopo
Bt to heaven I ma3' novcr seo his face

'J again!" Then, slowly and feebly, he
r'l; ascended tho stair.

Hyj The library windows wcro shadowed
Kb by shrubbcrj', and the sunset splint orqd
f? against tho wall in a broad slripo, like

K'-- ; cloth of crimson silk. Harry loaned his
hot forehead against the chill marblo of
tho mantelpiece and gazed frowuingly

Hf:) at tho dark Korean desk an antiquo
Hlj gift of his own to David Stircs where

the slip of paper still lav that spelled
.such ruin and shamo. From tho rear

Hl of tho house came tho pert, tittering
Ki laugh of a maid bantering an cxpres3- -

L man, and tho heavy, rattling thump of
jl rolled trunks. Thero was something

Hl ghastly in tho incomprehension of all
Hi'I tho house save tho four chief actors of
Kk the melodrama. Tho travesty was over,
Hj H tho curtain rung down to clapping of

,K hands, the scene-shifter- s clearing away
M and behind all, in the wings, unseen

B.W b3r any spectator, the last act of a liv- -

ing tragedy was rushing to completion.
H; Ten, fifteen minutes passed, and old

KlH David Stires tho room,
jle went feebly to his wheel-chai- r and sat

wj .down. Ho sat a moment in silence,
Kiri looking at a portrait of Jessica a
Hjfi rpainting by Altshelcr that hung above

Vftj .'the mantel in a light flcecj- - gown,
K,T; ,'xvith ono white roso in tho bronze hair.
Hy !Vhen ho spoko tho body's infirmity
Bftf ,Jsad become all at onco pitifully ap- -

Wn ;parenL Tho fiery wrath .seemed sud-Idon-

to havo burned itself out, loav- -
HSM rang only dead ashes behind. His 03'csH I had shrunk away into almost empty
HI :eocketa. Tho authority had faded from9 uiis face. Ho was all at onco a feeble,
HR gentle-lookin- ill, old man, with white
HJjfjl fmustaches and uncertain hands, dressed
HJr 1 in corcmonial broadcloth.
Hi' ' "I havo told hor,,, he said presently,j

ft' I Kn a broken voice, "You nre kind, San- -

jft iderson, VGry kind. God help. usl,j
mill "What has God to do with it," fell
Hhpf . voice behind tliGm, Harry faced
Hjf.v about. It wns Jessica, ad he had first
Hiv seen her in tho uppor room, with the
HHAl panda co across her eyes.

MlU "What .has God to do with it?n she
HI; y repeated, in a hard tone, "Perhaps Mr.
H Sanderson can toll ust It is in hisj
HLj "Please n said Hurry.
Hf; Ho could not havo told what ho
HI! Trould havo nskod, though tbo nccont
Hji was almost ono of entreaty. Tho harsh
Hu sntira touchod his Racrcd calling: coin-H- i:

iag from her lips it affronted at oncoH his religious instinct uud liis uwnkoucd'
Hj iovo. It was nil ho said, for ho stopped
H suddenly at night of hor face, puiu-H- i,

L. frosted, white na tho folded cloth.
Hi "Oh.n alio naid, turning toward tho
Hj --voice, "I remember what you said that
HJf . jiast night, right here in this vcr' room
HL 'that you sowed your wild oats at col--

flego with Hugh that thoy vrcro 'a tidyH9 crop I ' You wero strong, and ho was
Hrai hveak. You led and he followed. YonW I were 'Satan Sanderson, ' Abbot of TheHg Saints, tho set in which ho learned gam-H- ra

bling. Why. it was in rooms t hat
HSfj he played his first game of poicer heHj ttold me so himself And now he has

gone to bo an outcast, and you st:nd
in tho pulpit in a caspook, vou, the
'.Reverend Henry Sanderson!' You
helped to mako liim what ho has be-
come! Can 3'ou undo it?"

j Harry was looking at her with a
stricken countenance. Ho had no an-
swer ready. The wave of confusion
that had submerged him when he had
restored the bandage to hor 03es had
again welled over him. He' stood
shocked and confounded. His hand
fumbled at his lapel, and tho white car-
nation, crushed by his fingers, dropped
at his fcec.

"I am not excusing Hugh now," she
went iJn wildly. "Me has gono beyond
excuse or forgivoncKS, Ho is aa dead
to me an (hough T had novor known
him, though tho word .von spoko an
hour ago made mo his wife. I shall
havo that to remember nil m' life
that,' and tho ono moment I' had wait-
ed for so long, for my first sight of his
faco and my bride's kiss. .1 uv.ut carrv
it with mo always. 1 can novoi wipe
that faco from my brain, or the sting of
that kiss from my lips tho kiss of a
forger of 1113 husband.

Tho old man groaned. "I didu't
know ho had soon herl " he said help-
lessly. "Jessica. Hugh's sin is not
Sundorsou's fault!"

In her bitter words was an Injustice
as passionate as her pain, but for her
lifo she could not help it. She was a.

woman wronched and torn, tortured
beyond control, numb with anguish.
Evor3' quivering tondril tof feeling was
a live protest, eveiy voico of her soul
was crying out against tho fact. In
those dreadful minutes when her miud
took in the full extent of her calamit3',
Hugh's past intimac3" and present grim
contrast with Hnny Sanderson had
morcilessly thrust themselves upon her,
and her agony had scared the swift an-

tithesis on her brain.
To Hany Sanderson, however, her

words fell with a wholly dispropor-
tionate violence. It had nover occurred
to him that he himself had been indi-
vidual- and actively the cause of
Hugh's" downfall. The accusation
pierced through tho armor of self-estee-

that ho had linked and riveted
with habit. The same pain of mind
that had spurred him, on that long-ag- o

night, to tho admission she had heard,
had started to new life a bared, a
scathed, a rekindling sin.

"It is all true' he said. It w.as the
inveterato voice of conscience ihat
spoke, "I have been deceiving myself.
I was uvy brother's keeper. I see it
noWi3'

She. did, net catch the deep com-
punction Jn tho utterance. n
her agony the very composure and re-
straint out more deeply than silence.
She stood an Instant quivering, then
turned, and feeling blind for the
door, swopt from their sight.

Wliito and breathless, Jessica
climbed the stair. In her room, she
took a ko3" from a drawer and ran
swiftly to tho attic-studi- Sho

tho door with hurried fingers,
toro the wrappings from tho tall whito
figure of tho prodigal son, and found
a hoirvy mallet. She lifted this with
all her strength, and showered blow
upon blow upon the hard, clay, hor faco
and hair and shimmering train pow-
dered --with tho whilo dust, till the
Btatuc la3r on the floor, a heap of tum-
bled fragments.

Fatcfui and passionate as tho scene
in tho library hadeen, her going left
n pall of silence in the room. Harry
Sanderson looked at David Stircs with
pale intentness.

"Yet I would havo given 013' life,"
he said in a low voice, "to save her
thial"

Something in tho tono caught tho old
man. Ho glanced up.

"I never guessed! he said slowly.

"I never guessed that vou loved her,too."
But nnrrj- - had not heard. He did not

oven know that ho had spoken nloud.
David Stires turned his wheel chair

to the Korean desk, touching the bell
as he did so. He took up tho draft and
put it into his pocket. Ho pressed a
spring, a panel dropped, anil disclosed
a hidden drawer, from which he took
a crackling parchment. It was the will
against whose signing Uarrv had
pleaded months, beforo in "that same
room. The butler ontered.

"Witness 1113' signature. Blako," he
said, and wrote his name on the last
page. "Mr. Sanderson will sign with' 'you.

An hour later the fast express that
boro Jessica and David Stires was
shrieking across the long skeleton rail-
road bridge, a dotted trail of fire
against tho deepening night. The
sound crossed the still miles. It called
to Harrj- - Sanderson, whero he sat in
his stud3 with the evening paper be-
fore him. It called his eyes from a par-
agraph he was reading through a pain-
ful mist a paragraph under hcav3T
lends, on its front page:

This city has seldom seen so brillianta Fathering as that witnessed, late this
aftomoon, at tho residence of the gToom,
tho marriage of Mr. Hugh Stircs and
Miss Jessica Holme, both of this place.

Tho ceremony was performed by the
Rev. Henry Sanderson, rectoc of StJames.

Tho groom Is the son of one of our
loading- citizens, and tho ncautv and talentof tho bride have long made her noted.
U10 happy couple, accompanied by thogroom s father, left on an early train,carrying with them the congratulations
and good wishes of the entire community.

A full nccount of the wedding will bo
given In tomorrow morning's issue.

CHAPTER IX.

After a Year.
Night had fallen. Tho busv racket

of wheeled traffic was still, tho pave-
ments were garish with electric light,
windows wcro open, and crowds jostled
to and fro on tho cool pavements. ButHarry Sanderson, as he walked slowly
back from a long ramble in knicker-
bockers and Norfolk jacket over the
hills was not thinking of the sights
and sounds of tho pleasant evening. He
had tramped miles since sundown, and
had returned as ho scr. out. gloom3', un-
requited, a follower of a baffled quest.
Even tho dog at his heels seemed to
partako of his master's mood; ho pad-
ded along soberly, forging ahead now
and again (0 look up inquiringly at tho
preoccupied face.

Set back from tho street in a wide
estalo of trees and shrubbcr3 stood agreat whitc-porche- d houso that gloomed
darkly from amid its aspens. Not a
light had twinkled from it for nearly
a year. Tho littlo city had wonderedat first, then by degrees had grown in-
different. Tho secret of that pro-
longed hono3'moon, that dearth and ab-
sence, Harr3-- Sanderson and tho bishop
alono could havo told. For the bishop
knew of Hugh's criminal act; ho was
named executor of tho will that lay in
the Koreau chest, and him David Stircs
had written the truth. His heart
had gono out with pity for Jessica, and
understanding. Tho soerot ho locked in
his own breast, as did Harry Sanderson,
each thinking tho other ignorant of it.

Since that wedding day no shred of
news had como to either. Ham- - had
wished for none. To think of Jessica
was a rocurront pang, and 3ct tho very
combination of tho safe in his study ho
had formed of the lottors of her name.
In each momor3T of her ho felt tho
fresh assault of a new and tireless foe
the loyo which ho must deny.

Until their meeting his moral exist-onc- e

had been strangely without strug-
gle. When at a single blow he had cut
awH3. root and branch, from his old
life, he had left behind him its vices
and temptations. That life had been, as
ho himself had dimlj' realized at the
time, a phase, not a qualit3', of his de-
velopment. It had known no profound
emotions. Tho first deep feeling of his
experience had come with that col-log- o

catastrophe which had brought tho
abrupt change to all his habits of liv-
ing. Hodid not know that tho im-
pulse which then drew him to tho
church was tho gravitational force of
an austere ancestry, itself an inherit-
ance from a long line of sectarian pro-
genitors au Archbishop of C'anterbur3'
among them reaching from colon3"
times, when King Goorgo had sent the
first Sanderson, a virile, sport-lovin- g

churchman, to tho tobacco emoluments
of lliq Old Dominion, Ho did not know
that in the reaction tho pendulum of
his nature was swinging back along an
old groove in obeisauco to tho subtle
call of blood.

In his new life, problems wero al-

ready solved for him. Ho had 011I3' to
drift with the current of tradition,
whereon was smooth sailing. And so
ho. had drifted till that evening when
"Satan Sanderson," dead and dono
nnd buried, had risen in his grave-clothe- s

to mock him in tho person of
Hugh. Each hour siuco then had sen-
sitized him, had put "him through ex-
ercises of l. And then, with
that kiss of Jessica's, had como the
sudden illumination that had made him
curso the work of his .hands that had
shown him what had dawned for him,
too latol '

Outcast and criminal as he was, cast-
away, who had stolen a bank's money
and a woman's lovo, Hugh was still her
husband, Hugh's wife what could she
bo to him? And this fevorod conflict
was shot through with 3et another
pang; for tho waking smart of com--

unction which had risen at Jessica'sK itter cry, "You helped to make him
what he has become!" would not down.
That cr3' had shown him, in one clarify-
ing instant, tho follies and delinquen-
cies of his early career, reduplicated as
through the facets of a crystal, and in
tho polarized light of conscience, Hugh

loafer, gambler and thief stood us
tho type and sign of an enduring accu-
sation.

But if the recollection of that wed-
ding day and its aftermath stalked

with him if that kiss had seemed
to cling again and again to his lips as
ho sat in tho quiet or his study no ono
guessed. He seldom pla3ed niB violin
now, but he had shown no outward
sign. As timo wont on, ho had become
no less brilliant, though moro inscruta-
ble; no lees popular, save perhaps to
tho parish heresy hunter for whom ho
had never cared a straw. But beneath
tho surface a great change had come to
Harr3' Sanderson.

Tonight, aa he wended his way past
tho house in tho aspens, through tho
clatter and commotion of tho evening,
thero was a kind of glaze over his
whole face a shell of melancholy.

Judgo Conwell drove by in his dog-
cart, with tho superintendent of tho
long, low hospital. Tho man of briefs
looked keenly at the handaomo face on
the pavement. "SeemB tho worse for
wear," he romarked. sententiously.

Tho surgoon nodded wisely. "That's
the trouble with most of you profes-
sional people," ho said; "you think

too much!" Tho judgo clucked to
his maro and drove on at a smart trot.

The friendly, critical eyo clove to the
fact; it disjjernod ho mental state of
which gloom, depression and insomnia
were but tho physical reagents. Hero
had latel' felt disquieting symptoms
of strain irritablo weakness, iirful rc-- 1

pose, a sense of vague, mysterious mes-- j

sages in a strange language never be- -

fore heard. He had found that the long
walks no longer brought tho old reac-
tion that even tho swift rush of his
motor car, as it. bore him through the
dusk of an evoning. gavo him of late
011I3' a momcntar3 relief. Tomorrow be-
gad his summer vacation, and ho had
planned a month's pedestrian outing
through the wido ranch valkvs and tho
further ranges, and this should set him
up again.

Now, however, as ho walked along,
he was bitterly absorbed in thoughts
other than his" own needs. Ho passed
moro than ono acquaintance with a
stare of One of those
was the bishop, who turned an instant
to look aftor him. Tho bishop had seen
that look frequently of late, and had
wondered if it betokened ph3-sie- ill-
ness or mental unquiet. Moro than
onco ho had remembered with a sigh
the old whisper of Harry Sanderson 's
earv wildness. But he knew 3011 th-
an d its lapses, and he liked and respect-
ed him. Only two days beforo, on the
second anniversary of Harry's ordina-
tion, ho had given him for his silken
watch guard a little gold cross engravod
with his name and containing the date.
The bishop had seen his gift sparkling
against Harry's waistcoat as he passed.
He walkod on with a puzzled frown.

The bishop was pursy and pros3',
conventional and somewhat stereotyped
in ideas, but he was full of the milk
of human kindness. Now he promised
himself that when tho hour's errand on
which ho was hastening was dono he
would slop at tho study and if he
found Harry in, would havo a quiet
chat with him. Porhaps he could put.
his finger on tho trouble.

At a crossing tho sight of a knot
of people on tho opposite sido of the
street awoke Harry from his abstrac-
tion. Thoy had gathered around a peri-
patetic street preacher, who was hold-
ing forth in a shrill voice. Beside him,
on a short pole, hung a dripping gaso-
line flare, and the hissing flame lit his
bare head, his thin features, his long
hair and his bony hands moving in ve-
hement gestures. A small melodeon on
four wheels stood beside him, and on
its front was painted in glaring whito
lettors:

? "Hallelujah Jones." 3.

--f "Suffer mo that I may speak;
4- - and after that 1 havo spoken, j-

mock on." Job, xxl, n. j

T ...... , ! .j j .UJl
From over tho wa3 Harry gazed at

tho tall, stooping figure, pitilessly be-
trayed, by a thin alpaca coat, at the
ascetic faco burned a brick-ro- d from
exposure to wind and sun, at tho flash-
ing e3"es, tho impassioned earnestness.
He paused at the curb aud listened curi-
ously, for Hallelujah Jones with his
evangelism mingled a spico of the rau-co- r

of tho socialist. 3n his thinking,
tho rich and tho wicked wero minglod
inextricably in tho great chastisement.
Ho was preaching now from his

text: "Woo to them that are
at easo in Ziou."

Harry smiled grimly. Ho had olwa3'S
been "at cast in Zion. " Ho wore
sumptuous clothes tho niby in his
ring would bring what this plodding

would call a fortune. At this
moment, Hedo, his dappor Finn chauf-
feur, was polishiug tho motor car for
him to take his cool evening spin. That
very aftomoon ho had put into tho
littlo safe in tho ehapel stud' two thou-
sand dollars in gold which ho had
drawn, a part for his charities and
quarterl3' pa3'mcnts and a part to take
with him for tho exigencies of his trip.
Tho stroct ovaugolist over there,
preaching paradhe and perdition to tho
grinning yokels, often needed a square
meal, and was lucky if ho alwa3's knew
whero ho would sleep. Yet did tho
Reverend Harry Sanderson, after all,
get moro out of lifo than Hallelujah
Jones?

The thread of his thought broke. The
bareheaded figure had ended his ha-
rangue. The eternal fires wero banked
for a time, whilo, seated on a camp-sto-

at his crazj- - melodeon, ho proceed-
ed to transport his audience to the
heavenly meads of tho New Jerusalem.
Ho bogan a "gospel song" that overy-bod- 3

know:
"I saw a wayworn traveler,

Tho sun was bending low.
Ho overtopnod the mountain

And reached tho vale below.
Ho oaw tho Golden City,

His everlasting home,
And shouted as he journeyed,

'Deliverance will cornel

" "Palms of Victory,
Crowns of Glory I

Palms of Victors', I shall wcarf M

Tho voico was weather cracked, and

tho canvns bellows of tho instrument
coughed and wheezed,

' but tho music
was infectious, and half from over-
flowing spirits, and half from the mere
swing of tho melod3, tho crowd chanted
the refrain;

" 'Palms of Victory:
Crowns of Glory!

Palms of Victory. I shall wear'.'
Two, three verses of the

hymn ho sang, and after each
verso more of tho bystanders some in
real earnestnoss, some in impious hilar-it.- y

shouted in the chorus:
" 'Palms of Victory, I shall wear!' "

Harry walked on in a brown study,
tho refrain ringing through his brain.
Then- - eamo to him tho memory of
Hugh's old sneer as ho looked at his
bookshelves whereon Nietzcho and
Pascal sat cheek )y jowl with Thoron
Ware and liobert Elsmere "I wonder
how much of all that you really be-

lieve?'' How much (Lid ho really be-

lieve? "I used to read Thomas
a Komnis then,"' he said to himself,
"and Jonathan Edwards; now I read
Kenan nnd tho Origins of Christian

' 'Mythology!
At tho chapel gato lounged his chauf-

feur, awaiting orders.
"Bring the car round. Hedo." said

Hany, "and I shan't need 3ou after
that tonight. I'll drive her 1113'sclf.
You oan meet mo at the garage."

Hedo, the dapper, good-lookin- Scan-
dinavian, touched his glossy straw hat
respectful-- . It was a pieco of luck
that his master had not planued a motor
trip instead of a tour afoot. For a
month, after tonight, his timo was his
own. His quarter's wages wero in his
pocket and he slapped tho wad with
satisfaction as ho sauntoretl off to the
bowling alley.

Tho stud3 was pitch-dark- , and
Rummy halted on the threshold with a
low, ominous growl as Harrv fumbled
for tho electric switch. As" he found
and pressed it and tho placo flooded
with light, ho saw a figuro there the
figure of a man who had boon sitting

.alone beside the empty hearth, who
rose, shrinking back irom tho sudden
brilliancy. It was Hugh Stires.

(To be continued.)
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May Prove Fatal
When Will Salt Lake People Learn tho

Importance of It?

Backache is only a simple thing at
firot;

But when yon know 'tis from tho
kidneys;

That serious kidney troubles follow;

That diabetes, Bright 'a diseaso may
bo the fatal end,

You will gladly profit by tho follow-
ing experience.

'Tis the statement of a Salt Lako
City citizen.

George Braxier, living at 2 Monroe
St., Salt Lake City, Utah, saya: "I
oan truthfully recommend Dean's Kid-

ney Pills to others, as I know them to
be a reliable remedy. They quickly
eliminated the backache, and many
other symptoms of kidney trouble in
my caso. I am glad to give them my
recommendation and advise other suf-

ferers to procuro tho remedy at F. J.
Hill's Drug Store."

For sole by all dealers. Price, 50

oenta. Foater-JJilbur- n Co., Buffalo,
New York, sole agents for the United
States.

Bomember tho name 'Doan.'s and
cake no. other.

Tribune Want Ads.
Bell phono 5201. lnd. phono 360-H1- 3 '

i What You Pay M
I For telephone service comes back many foil!
j as business men all over the coirntiy Hajp

proved beyond question. The money puj?ffl

I telei:hone service, therefore, Jujl

j Is Not an Expense J
j But an investment; an investment with guzrolJI

f anteed returns. Adequate telephone servilm'
is one of the business necessities of the agj

J It means having a sufficient number of telf
! phones in your place of business to enaWM
I any of your correspondents or patrons 'fa
I reach you at any time; to enable you to "ciU
I up" at any time and giving you connectioj
I with a comprehensive system that covers yoflj
1 field. That is the sort of service we supjlJH
1 reaching more than 1100 points in TtfHj
1 Idaho, Montana and Wyoming. )UI

! Rocky Mountain Bell 9
j- Jjlk Telephone Compaij

hundreds cured monthly
I Is Drs. Shores & Shores' Proud record. However, tho favorable season for QUICK Cures 1b rapidly leaving.'jMj
3 those who dolay until winter sots in must expect to suffer more than those who act as onco. Catarrhal dlsH
8 flourish and are moro aggravated in Oold weather hence if you want to bo cured quickly and cheaply begin :flE
i treatment NOW whilo tho weather is favorablo and prices low. Don't delay. ACT AT ONCE. Oonsultatlon'JE
lj advico freetoall.
1 IT Is "not what is said, but, who says in
.J THAT ENABLES THE SEEKER AFTER HEALTH TO DISTINGUISH BETWEEN THE FAKER'S CLElH

LY WORDED TRAP AND THE STRAIGHTFORWARD STATEMENT OF REPUTABLE SPECIALISTS. SMany of tho brigbesfc mon in tho world aro criminals at heart; many of tho cleverest writers of tho dajwil
Riving their lime and talents to fostor crooked fichomes, and tho combination of Tramp Doctors, hiding hflM"Fake Medical Companies." and hiring ablo but unscrupulous "ad. writers" to luro tho unsuspecting into Bm

S traps, makes it necessary for sick pcoplo to do moro than read the advertisement. Thoy should aak lhemsclvett
2 question, jHV

WHO AND WHAT IS THIS DOCTOR WHO CLAIMS SO MUCH? 'WL
And if his identity is hidden behind somo meaningless Title, or Company, or if vou aro unablo to findHii name amoug the regularly licensed Phpsicians in tho County Recorder's oftlec, you shoul'd deal with him just asjHl

la would deal with Hra
"

"

'n.

I A. J. SII

DO YOU HAVE CATARRH?
READ THESE SYMPTOMS AND SEE.

Many Folks Do Have Catarrh and Don't Know It.
I CATARRH IN THE HEAD warnings stop tho disease

AND THROAT. beforo it roaches tho lungs.
This form of catarrh Is most Qp THE EARScommon resulting from - . . , .
neglected colds-qui- ckly cur-- ni6? iXhSn
od with little cost by Drs. J Jf. CaUS nShores' Famous Treatment. xfJJ'AIA "Is your nose stopped up?" llyff,' i1!??!08 vour nose dig- -

Shr08' famUSchange?" SEtKn?"'- -

. notfb aor. andyourg hcarIng falng7.
"tV t'viaro nnin tn fmnf nf "Do your ears discharge?"

head?" "Is(tho wax drying In your
"Do you hawk to clean tho oa7,'

throfif" Do yon near bettor some
throat drv in tho day8 tban others?"

morning" "l3 yur hearing worse
"Do Vou aleen with vour when 'ou navo B cold?"

Don,t neglect this until
mYou caTeasily bo cured 5utrrorln? ls ".paW,
.now don't let it run into
complications. OF THE STOMACH
THE BRONCHIAL TUBES. Catarrh of the Htomach la
When catarrh of the head or usualy caused by bwuJIow- -i throat ls neglected or wrong- - lng polfionous mucous which
fully treated It extends down drops down from the head
tho wlndplpo Into the bron- - and throat at night Quickly
chlal tubes, and after awhile cured at littlo coat by Drs.
attacks tho lungs. Quickly Shores' famous treatment.
cured with littlo cost by Drs. "Is thoro nausea?"
Shores' famous treatment. "Do you belch up gas?"

"Havo you a cough 7" "Aro you constipated?"
"Do you tako cold easily?" "Is your tongue coated?"

"Have you puln in tho side?" "Do you bloat up after;
"Do you raise frothy ma- - eating?"

terlals?" "Ia there constant bod
"Do you spit up little taste in tho mouth?"

cheesy lumps?" Now Is tho time to be per--
"Do you feel you are grow- - manently curod. Drs. Shores

lng weaker?" aro curing hundreds every
Don't risk n eglectlng theso yoar.

THE HIGHWAYMAN BEHIND THE MASKS
Namely, keep as far away from him as possible. SI

man who buys a cat in a bag or trades horses in tho dl
or deals with unknown concerns, must not iind fault if
loses his money and iself-respec- t. Hypocrisy is tno Tx '

uto that Vice pays to Virtue, and tho Medical JaS "

claims all the virtues of tho Reputable, Ttoliablo Spqaj
ist, and attompts to j.

'WIN YOU WITH HONEST TRIPLES TO Bfe
TRAY YOU IN DEEPEST CONSEQUENCE.'p
And if people would stay by tho known and reliaftli

always, and go to tho bottom of every ndvorliseincnt.r'fli!
refuse to patronizo tho man or firm who is ashamcctf&V
afraid to do business, under his own name, they wouldljife
their money, and savo their health. Drs. Shores & Sjjfcj'k
stand on their records, thoy ask to bo nudged byv"
people who havo tried them say of them, and not by5?
they say of themselves. Drs. Shores havo treated!?1
100,000 people in the past seventeen years tho beslpK.
pie in tho west and they havo stood tho te3t of tfpfc&m

whilo tho fStoddards," 'Arnold Dicksons," "Fer TjF
and "Fake Medical Comnpnies" and "Quack Instituj t
come and go under a cloud. People who like to bo M 9
will nlways furnish plenty of encouragement tofl
Frauds and Fakirs, but sensible peoplo who aro siaM
want to be cured, will remember that a Fakir neMLlI
funds a dollar to a duped patient, and when thej99
Medical services they will employ doctors of knowaU
bility and skill.

Ilemember, vou can always consult Drs. Shores
any diaease, and that Drs. Shores' prices for treatoI,,
low and uniform $5 a month, medicines free for'jp,
tarrhal chronic diseases. 'Bfcttr

I MEN A Special Department tor MEN
Shores maintain a Special Department exclusively for the treatment

of all diseases of Men. no matter how caused. You can consult
about the most delicate or embarrassing troubles, with the

that you will be given honest advice and skilful treatment, and
I will be STRICTLY PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL. Mon

weak and failing young mpn who have been led aatray by bad
old men who find their Boxual vigor gone too victim of Blood

and all others who noed tho counsel and aid or experienced and
physicians, are cordially in- - I

consult tnis department and TrR8To,IE. QLAND
FREE OF CHARGE.Wo iffiffinlS6&SSSg &men than all tho "Fake ncariy evory CQH0 of!Drs. Institutes" m the city com- - neea,f in men, la due to enlargement or

No cheap, hired doctors. inflammation of tho Prostate Gland.
is the Curo undor Drs. Imitators now copy Drs. Shores
MODERN METHODS IN vertlsemonts and claim to relievo thisJutpn.V, trouble but Drs. Shores treatmont athat you may not ven or even known "Paketo pay the fco for a Cure Mccrfcai Comply" In tho World,

weekly or monthly install- - The treatment is local It is original
as the cure progresses, or you and scientific, and Is the only effective

WHEN CURED. No mat- - method to CURB this common and
your trouble is, or who has terrible trouble. You can not got thistreatment anywhere else earth"Wrn T, tdeBe on asconsultto you, v(m by Drg shores henco if youSpecialists, iree pf charge, want ft cure apply direct to Drs.
how you can yet be cured. Shores & Shore, tho ortetaator of

OR WRITE. the wonderful treatment

WE TREAT AND CURH
CATARRH Deafness, No

Throat Troubles, Eyo and
eases, Bronchial and Lung SlVX
Asthma, Stomach, Liver Md. HI
Diseases. Bladder Troubles,' fmrfc, Y

Complaints, Chronic Diseas
Women and Children, HeBr4I
Nervous Diseases, Chorea
Dance), Rickets. Spinal TroubMM
Diseases, Sciatica and RbeuojHj
Diseases of tho Bowels, Piles,
and Rectal Troubles, Goitre (S
Neck), Blood Diseases. Tape
Hay Fever. Hysteria, EP'lepfS.
somnia, otc, and nil curablo N..
Private and Chronic Dlaeasea.
sultatlon free. m.

HOME CURES BY MAIlJ.
If you live out of town andrB?;

call, write Drs, Shores & SI0jH?''
their new symptom list and gMy
advico free. B
DRS. SHORES & SHOM:
Houston Block.' 249 Main StiM,

alto Keith-O'Brien- 's Store. T

SALT LAKE CITY. Mir'i
Office Hours; Week days, D

5 p. m. Evenings, 7 to ,8 p. xnvH,.' ,
days and HolidirytJ. 10 a. m. to

sEi'-"- .'


